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Author's Notes: 

Year I9T1. Based off an anecdote in John Lydon's autobiography | took some, hum, liberties with. Jerry Nolan 
introduced Johnny to heroin, and he did not like it one bit. About the bands listed, Jerry Nolan was in the 
Heartbreakers at the time, on the Anarchy Tour with the Sex Pistols, but since Johnny seems to have disliked 
both the Heartbreakers and the Dolls, | figured it's all the same. 


You really did not think this through. 


"You ok, kid?" you hear, from somewhere in the faraway distance and it's a faraway accent and it's slurred 


and slow, just like everything else going on right now in the world You shake your head, and the world shakes 


with it. 


Ím no fucking kid, you want to say. Maybe throw an insult in. Wanker, maybe. No, twat. Yes, twat. That's the 
one you want. It's your favorite, quite possibly the best word in the english language, made better because the 
Americans find it way more offensive than it is. 


You can't say anything, though, because your tongue is tied and your arms are tied and your legs are tied, 
your fucking shoe laces too. You're cross eyed because you can't see straight, can't squint to focus, and 


Nolan's face looks like a fucking Monet. Is that his nose? Its awfully long. No wait. That's your nose. 


You giggle a little and this is not helping your case, is it, Johnny? Some adult you are, giggling at noses, of all 
things. 


Some of your inner monologue must be slipping out, because Nolan chuckles that fucking condescending little 
sound that you hate, the one he seems to have brought with him from across the ocean, along with the 


heroin and the mindless whores, just to make you hate him. Him and all his fucking entourage. 


Doped up and useless all the fucking time, caught in their own worlds of nothing, caught in their own cool 
fashions. So-fucking-cool. Why, citizens of the world they are! Or at least believe themselves to be. Here they 
are now, their perfectly combed hair and vacant, laidback rockstar attitude, the practiced boredom and 


automatic sex appeal, the tired and spent fashion. They sold the New York lifestyle, these twats, and they 
bought their own filthy product. Uniformed and caked in their own legend, they are, and you hate them all. 


Picture the severed head of a generation, rolling down a hill. 


"Brain dead, the lot of you," you hear yourself slur as you try to push yourself to a sitting position. The 
awfully lumpy couch is suddenly wobbly like jelly, but instead of smooth and sticky it's coarse and smells 
disgusting, the smell of burnt plastic or rubber cloying your nostrils. 


Picture a used condom catching fire. 


‘Brain dead," he repeats, dragon-like in the way he spits smoke through his nose, the plumes curling upwards 
towards the ceiling. "You're the one that can't sit up," 


He might as well be speaking to you through a long tube, that's how well your ears are handling noise right 
now. The fucked up accent doesn't help, no cowboy movie could ever prepare you for that accent that's so 


foreign it's alien 


"The fuck you gave me?" you ask Nolan, whose face suddenly hovers near yours as he grabs you to sit you 
up, rearranging you knotted limbs to something approaching normalcy. Your stomach lurches, your guts 


rearrange. Picture ground meat like putting a rat in a blender. "Fucking poison, wassit?" 


You look around, your head moving in slow motion. The faded light bulb hanging overhead might as well be the 
sun, the light piercing your eyes and attacking your brain directly, no barriers, no nothing. There's holes in 


your brain now, you reckon, like cheese in a cartoon, crawling with mice. 


Nolan's still sitting there next to you. There's still shattered bottles all over, the place a fucking minefield if 
you're not wearing shoes, and there's still a shirtless stranger passed out by the door, but that guy's been 


here since you came. Something's missing from the scene. Sid's gone. 


You're sure your mouth doesn't move, but you must say something, because Nolan nods at a door that might 
be a room, might be the bathroom, you don't know. Maybe it's the same thing, maybe they sleep in the 


batroom. 


It takes you a few moments to put it together, the look and the noises and weird weight in the pit of your 


stomach. 
Ah. The bird 

"He stole Nancy," Nolan says, but he doesn’t sound very afflicted. He flicks ash inside a teacup. 
"She stole hm, 

The older man cocks an eyebrow, "That right, Johnny-boy?" 

Fuck off 

You didn't think this through 


Your head feels unscrewed, and you can't believe Sid does this all the fucking time, that these people do this. 
It's like something's pulling you out of yourself, and you know that maybe if you just let it happen it wouldn't 
feel quite so bad, but you know what it's like to be out of yourself. You hate that fucking feeling. You dig your 
heels on the dirt of your brain and stay put inside your skull. 


It was an impulse, a momentary lapse of stupidity, when you thought that maybe experimenting the 
transcendence of heroin, worshipped to death by thousands in the night and advertized as some kind of 
afrodisiac for the Muses, would be better than sitting there watching the blank faces, better than watching 
that wretched girl climbing all over Sid and him looking so fucking content to let her do it, so happy basking in 
the attention. 


Ah, Sidney. The poor dumb fuck. He's probably in love already. 
So you said yes. Shoot me up, right in the heart, please, and pictured the warmth radiating from within like 
rowing boats in the sunset, like oak leaves floating upstream. Your head weighed like lead and your arms and 


legs died and you could have flatlined, you could have, and heroin is not for you. 


You don't like escaping, you don't like to sleep. If you fall asleep you might not wake up. Picture pork chops with 
gravy bursting with maggots. 


You forgot how crude your Muses can be. 


You like the way speed spikes up your pulse, but right now you can feel it slow down. Your mind feels adrift, 
ungrounded, like it's not tethered to your skull. Its not a good feeling. Its not its not its not. 


Your blood has suddenly aged way beyond your years, pumping through your veins like a slug through the dirt. 
There's so much fucking dirt in here, so much decay. The floor's covered in disgusting things, you swear you 
saw a pig under the bed, or maybe it was just some other junkie clinging to the dark. Your mum would have a 
fit. 

Picture a dead forearm poked full of holes, tinged purple and sickly green and oozing blood and pus. Picture Sid. 
"You ok, kid?" 


Nolan's repeating himself, you notice vaguely. Called you a kid again. Fucker. Picture sticking his drumsticks 
through the holes in his ears, the squelching noise as the wood thrusts in through cartilage and brain matter. 


Now you want to throw up. 
"Hey, kid," 


Not enough air, not enough air. Too much dirt, suffocating, like soil on top of a grave, pushing you down down 


down to the centre of the Earth. 


The nausea is almost unbearable, but Sid and that girl are in the bathroom. Or is it the bedroom? You don't 


know. You don't want to find out. 

"Quit calling me kid," you say, and swallow a pint of saliva. 

Nolan takes another drag of his fag, "You don't wanna accept it, doesn't make it any less true," 

lm not a child" you spit the word out like you want to spit the gathering acridness in the back of your 
throat, but you fear opening your mouth further than a slit "And | don't need your pompous arse to tell me 
otherwise," 


If you keep talking, the rumble of rushing blood in your ears drowns Nancy's exaggerated squeals. 


"So you're an adult now?" Nolan grumbles, then he chuckles like an old man indulging a grandchild "The great 


Johnny Rotten is a man of many achievements, | see" 
You try To answer, but a low, desperate noise comes through wood that's not Nancy, and you growl, pressing 
the heels of your hands to bulging, teary eyes to drown out the sound of Sid fucking Nolan's groupie. The 


world lurches. 


"Fucking poison," you spit. Your throat feels like it's collapsing. 


Nolan flicks the cigarette butt out into the expansive trashcan that is this room, this place Malcolm's 
advertizing would have made you believe to be some five star hotel, if you ever believed a single word that 


man says. 


Ah, your manager. Malcolm's skills at organization are on par with those of a monkey arranging a row of rocks. 
This tour is turning out to be a disaster through and through, anarchy and not of the fun kind. Not the one 


you can bring something useful out off. 
You're drowning in junkies and twats. In retrospective, you should have known. 


"My, my. The great Johnny Rotten is out of his depth," Nolan states, and if your hands weren't pushing your 


eyes in, you'd see the way he's looking at you, "| thought you were an adult now," 
"This your idea of adulthood?" you ask, braving a glance "You're more fucked than l'd thought,” 


Nolan shrugs, "Adults feel things differently. Do things differently. Sometimes their passions run in different 


directions," 
"Snot a fucking passion, s‘fucking suicide,” 


Slow suicide, tender suicide, but suicide nonetheless. The girl's cries have risen in passion, the sound feels far 
away from you and you can't imagine fucking while being in this state, this drawn out euphoria that feels like 


pain. 
"Tell me ‘bout it," Nolan chuckles, and his eyes glitter strangely in the cloying effect of the drug. 


The world feels muffled, like a telly with the volume turned down, and you don't really notice the way Nolan's 
sliding closer to you. New York trash, this sack of sad fools you've saddled yourself with, all of them, to the 


very last one. 


Completely cut-off from the real world, absolutely hidden within themselves. They don't care about what 
you're doing, how you're trying to open people's minds to one another and to what's really happening, because 
they stuff themselves full of this shit just to run away from their own creativity. They have no love of the 


world. 


The other London bands groupie around the Heartbreakers, ready to lick Thunders’ boots to catch some of his 
style. Fuck, your own band groupies around them, fashion victims that they all are, worshipping a thing of the 


past when you could all be doing so much more. Something new. 


Of course they look romantic. They look like those victorian photographs you found once, in one of the obscure 
tomes in the library after school, riddled with spider webs and dust: dead women caked in makeup and 


fashioned in poses of abject, anemic submission, an erotical treat of the era. These musicians with their chalk 


skin and vacant eyes, frozen in the epitome of youth, how could they ever be nothing but walking dead? 


You want to tell this to Sid, but you doubt he'd understand, lost in his own delusions as he is right now. No 


street smarts, your poor Sidney. It's like he grew up inside a lidded mason jar, sometimes. 
Picture a lifeform kicking it's feet as it slowly suffocates. 


"| don't think I've ever seen you this quiet," Nolan comments, flicking ash behind the sofa. He talks like he knows 


you, when he clearly doesn't. "Heroin was good for something, at least," 


You just glare at him, trying very hard to tune out the sounds Nancy's making. Purely for Sid's benefit, you're 
sure, but still. They make your head fill with images of slaughter and putrefaction, death for some reason 
becoming the backbone your mind builds itself up on 


"You won't tell me to shut up?" Nolan raises an eyebrow, voice soft and yet as annoying as if he were 


screaming, "l'm wounded," 
He breathes out smoke in your direction, and you throat clogs with ash. 


"Are we adults, or teenagers?" Nolan sounds like he's wondering out loud, looking up at the bumpy topography 
of the ceiling, idly kicking his foot like he's scrambling for oxygen, "Adults are boring. | don't wanna talk taxes," 


Then dont talk, | dont wanna hear youyou want to say, but your mouth is crawling with maggots, it feels, and 
for some reason the heat of Nolan's thigh against yours makes you think maybe you're both having different 


conversations. 


"Teenagers, then’ Nolan seems to think your silence means something, because he pipes up and affects a 
chirpy, annoying voice, like he's relaying instructions for the school play."That means that | just keep talking and 
talking about random shit, yeah? And then you say "Shut up", in that funny way you say it, and then | say 


"Make me", and then you glare at me and then you kiss me," 


You snort, watching him flick ash into the teacup. Why he flicks it there now when he's already flicked most of 
it over the back of the sofa, you have no idea. Picture a carpet of charred bodies, the walking dead caught in 


a forest fire of their own making. 


"| liked that song, by the way." Nolan says, seemingly out of the blue, and seats back against the backrest, new 
fag perched between his lips "New York. | always told the boys there was too much kissing going on in our 
songs, but it went with the look, | guess--" 


Oh, yeah. Your jab at the New York Dolls. It's funny because when you found out that the Heartbreakers were 
going to be your support band, you'd thought it would be satisfying to play the song with them in the front 
row and insult them in their faces, maybe you'd get a rise out of them, but the first time you did it they 
were just as disaffected as they'd been all along. No feelings at all 


Except it's not funny. It's sad. 


They make you angry, and you swallow hard, limp hands curling into limp fists. Nancy squeals. Sid moans. The 
stranger by the door doesn't move. The glass glimmers on the floor. Nolan smokes. Brain dead, the lot of them. 


"Shut up," you spit out through gritted teeth, interrupting Nolan mid sentence. 
He takes another drag and lets the smoke curl out of his nostrils, like an emaciated dragon, "Make me," 
You just glare at him, at this useless spot in the world, until he seems to lose his patience. 


"Fine," he says, putting out his cigarette on the table. This place will be useless once he's done with it, " I'l 


make me," 


Suddenly his tongue is in your mouth, tasting of alcohol and cigarettes, antiseptic and ash. Picture a burn 
center in the black of the night, all charred flesh peeling from the bone and wailing in the background. 


He grasps your chin in his hand, and you bite him. Pompous fuck probably thinks he's your first kiss with a 
man, thinks he's bestowing upon you the wisdom of self discovery. His blood adds to the ash and antiseptic, and 
suddenly the imagery tumbling in your brain rushes to the background, behind the sudden tang of copper 


blooming across your tongue. 


You can tell he's surprised, but the development seems to spur him on, moving him closer to you. His hands 
clutch at you, try to fist your short hair, clearly used to longer strands to hold onto, but your arms are 


boneless and limp, like slabs of raw meat, crawling with worms there where the needle poked through. 


Nolan sure does have expertise, though, no wonder the girls seem knocked out after he's done with them. You 
know you are clumsy, but you honestly don't give a fuck. For you, things like this have alway been a part of 
the background, an occasional indulgence, and it seems you never really have time to waste on practising. Other 


than a quick fumble in a bathroom stall, you've stayed well out of harm's way. 


It not really a kiss. Neither of you is coordinated enough for that, out of beat and spastic. It's licking into each 
other's mouths and biting at odd intervals, like a street dog going at an empty bag of chips by the gutter. You 
block out the world and your own mind and try to focus, but it seems to you nothing can be louder than 
Nancy in the bedroom-bathroom. You wish she'd come out right now to see this, just to catch the look on her 
face, the image one you would cherish to the end of your days because you wound up stealing her prize, and 


you didn't want it either. 


You wonder how many people Nolan's had like this, and snort into the kiss because the number's probably up in 
the hundreds, and it'll disgust you once all your senses return to you. For now you cling to him with tongue 


and teeth, and wonder if you can bring out the life in this walking dead. 


When it's over, seconds that no doubt will leave your mouth tingling for days, you look at him and his pupils 
are still blown and his hair is still perfect but his mouth is painted red, and blood'll always be more authentic 
than lipstick. 


"That," you say slowly, afraid to chew your own Tongue, "was lousy," 


You're talking the kiss or the heroin, both squirming against each other at the forefront of your mind. You 


don't know. 


Nolan laughs, his head still so near you that the sound rattles your ribcage. Somewhere in the faraway 


distance you hear that vile girl scream. 
‘Next time, it'll be better," you are promised. 


He might as well pat the top of your head, the condescending fuck. All you hope is that you'll never be a 
footnote in this cunts biography. 


Your throat spasms and your insides shudder. Picture guts spilling all over the floor over the ground glass, 
fleshy bits and sticky jelly bathed in crimson syrup, life bleeding out through a knife in the heart. Or maybe 
just bile rising up your throat, burning your insides. 


You aim for Nolan's shirt, and you don't miss your target. Serves him right. 


Why the fuck would you want to do that again, anyway? 


